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that of a victorious hunter, how it mounted quickly
through the air and joined its companions, which had
hovered about the neighbourhood as if in search of
their lost leader.

A little later the prince rode out with his father,
who wished to show him the scenes of happy country
life which gladden the hearts of the best when the
winter has passed away and spring appears once
more. The prince noted the country folk at their
work, the mating birds in the forest, the villagers
following their varied occupations, and under the
spring sun all seemed beautiful, bright, and happy.
But the boy saw into the heart of things more deeply
even than his wise father. He saw how the sower
and the ploughman were forced to work far beyond
their strength in the effort to gain a scanty livelihood,
how the animals and birds and fishes fought and
preyed upon each other, and these things filled his
heart with pity and sorrow. So he reined in his
horse, sat down with ankles crossed, and fell into
deep meditation on these weighty matters. He sat
there thinking until long past noon, and, wonderful
to relate, the shadow of the tree under which he sat
did not move that day, and one who passed by and
noticed this strange thing heard a voice, which
whispered, " Let the prince alone, for till the shadow
leaves his heart my shadow will not move."

II

When Prince Siddartha came to the age of eighteen
years the king gave orders for the building of three